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One 


Author's Notes: 

| wanted to write more Rush fic so badly but have been having a lot of personal issues lately. This afternoon | 
was able to sit down and visualize this story about a late afternoon with Geddy and Alex. | hope you enjoy. If 
you haven\'t read \"Roommate Wanted\" yet, please do so first so that this little snippet makes sense, 
otherwise it may not. 


Geddy sat on the front porch, face to the sun, pale eyelids closed and decorated by long dark lashes. Sunburst 
stars danced behind his eyelids from the brightness emitting from the distant star, his Converse enclosed feet 


rested on the iron railing, entwined fingers rested on his belly, hands and forearms rose and fell with each 


gentle breath, the thick gold band on his left hand reflected golden flashes of light with each gentle movement. 
He was a man at ease with the world, himself, and his life. 
Alex walked from the kitchen to the dining room to observe the man resting on the front porch, he watched 


Geddy as he absorbed the last of the high noonday sun. Soon, the light would slowly fade behind the neighbor's 


houses across the street, causing the weeping willow that was shared between their and the next door 


neighbor's driveway to cast shadows on the front yard and driveway, the black mailbox with gold letters that 
read WeinriblLifeson, the awning, and Geddy's peaceful countenance. Next to Geddy's right side a glass of 
Merlot and the folded up sports section of the newspaper on the small side table accessorized his lazy after 
dinner ritual. Alex stood in the dining room, plate and dishcloth in his hand, a ridiculous red and white checkered 
apron that barely fit around his wide waist stood out misplaced and boldly on an otherwise masculine ensemble. 


A smell, the mixture of roasted vegetables, lavender dish soap, roast beef, and wine permeated the kitchen. 


As Alex stood watching Geddy right out the window he could have sworn to himself that if, just /f he looked 
hard enough, squinted until his eyes focused as well as bl-year-old eyes possibly could, that between the dark 
grey and silver strands, he could still see a hint of the auburn highlights in Geddy's hair that were once 
abundant in his youth and plainly visible in the sunlight. Alex walked back to the kitchen and completed the 
drying of the dishes before emptying out the last of the Merlot into his glass and hanging up the ridiculous 


ruffled apron he still used when cooking - a remnant of Geddy's one relationship with a woman. 
"Mind if | join you?" 


Geddy's eyelids fluttered open ever so slightly and peeked at Alex over the rims of his glasses, gold flecked 
green and light brown eyes sparkling in the sun. 


"Of course not" He said and then closed his eyes again. 


Alex lifted each leg as high as he possibly could to clear Geddy's own outstretched legs and took his place on 
his chair next to Geddy's. 


Neither one of them said a word. 


The music of passing cars, birds singing, children playing, dogs barking, and the rightly news on their neighbor's 
televisions filled the otherwise quiet and uneventful day. Alex switched his Merlot from his left hand to his 
right, propped his feet up on the railing, leaned back, clasped Geddy's hand in his, and closed his eyes, just 
waiting for the daylight to fade, waiting for the colors behind his eyelids to turn from bright orange with 
flecks of stars to a quiet light grey. 


